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"He will not believe Sophie. I have seen to that," the
Baroness answered with pride. "I am not a fool, my
dear . . - But there is one thing," she added, "that might
lead 'him'to believe Sophie. Mr. Alison	"
"He is going," Julie said.
"But when?"
"Soon."
The Baroness leaned forward. "It is folly—the deepest
folly—to keep him here, Julie. To be seen with him. To
walk with him publicly. Your step-father isn't quick in
bis suspicion. Still	"
"But we have walked and ridden together for nearly
two years," Julie said, suddenly roused from her listless-
ness by perceiving, in her mother's argument, an illogical
twist which suggested that she was not speaking all her
The Baroness also was aware of the weakness in her
own case as she was forced to present it. She could not
confess that, in getting rid of the Englishman, she was
less concerned for her husband's suspicions than for her
daughter's rashness. Too late, she began to regret that
she had spoken to Julie of Alison's going. She should have
tackled the man himself. But something in Julie's face,
quickening her fears, impelled her to continue. At least,
Julie herself might be tested.
"It is different now that your husband is dead," she
said vaguely. "In any case, it is wise to be on the safe side.
You would lose nothing by his going. All that was over
long enough ago."
"In a sense, it was over,   Julie answered.
"In a sense? It was over or it was not."
"If you mean that we have not—that he has not been
my lover since Rupert came back—that is true."
4Then what did you mean—'in a sense'? There is
no other sense," the Baroness persisted with deliberate
stupidity, and waited for the confirmation of her fears.
Julie rose. "I don't know what I meant, mother. Does
it matter so much? I suppose we were in a kind of en-
<iantment—and this is the real world, that's all."

